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"Meet me to-day without fail by the gate a little way up
Lovers' Lane where the scummy pond is and that ash you
told me about, for I must see you before this Antelope lunch
and I've told Dumbell I'll be there so it won't matter keeping
them waiting but be sure to come to that gate in Lovers'
Lane by eleven for certain. I'll be expecting you and if you
don't come it'll be the end. Yours, as it happens, Thuella."
Our friend looked at his watch. It was now a quarter to eleven.
What a fool he had been to leave his letters so long un-read! He
ought to change his clothes for this lunch—but it couldn't be
helped—it was too late now—they must accept him as he was.
Even now he couldn't get to that pond—he knew well where
it was and he had told her about the ash that grew on its bank
that he always thought of as the Ogre-Tree—till a quarter past
eleven. She'll have to wait for him. Well! never mind! That'll
do her good, the bitch! But it would be maddening if she
wouldn't wait, for he might never know then, no! not to his dying
day, what her motive was, and a person couldn't but feel intense
curiosity where anyone like her was involved. She had some
favour to ask him, no doubt, on behalf of Enoch before this
meeting with the editor, and she no doubt fancied that the
writer of a couple of romances would have a great influence
on this magnate. Little did she know! He was glancing now at
the stove to make sure he had turned off the gas. He was rushing
now into the bedroom to close the window, lest it should begin
to rain before he got back. He was imprisoning now the letter
from Yeovil between his cup, which he snatched from its
saucer, and his last sheet of manuscript!
This he did—heedless of the circle of tea-stain it was bound to
make—so as to be sure of not mislaying such an ominous missive
before he was acquainted with its contents.
Finally, with his cap pulled down low over his eyes, a trick
of apparel that never failed to inform his mother that her son
was on mischief bent, he was running rapidly down the stair-
case, far too rapidly to notice the smell of burnt almonds and
rose-leaves, and was letting himself out of the front door.
And all the while he was doing these things and all the while
he was hurrying along the riverside path, under the prison, by
the Hangman's Cottage, round by the dam, between the ditches
to the Blue Bridge, it was neither of rooks nor of cuckoos that

